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'NJ the old man said there 's a cruel old sea runnin',
A cold green Barney's Bull of a sea runnin';
It Js hard, but I ain't agoin' to let a boat be lowered:
So we left him there to die.

He couldn't have kept afloat for long an' him lashed

up 'n' all,
'N' we couldn't see him for long-, for the sea was

blurred with the sleet Jn' snow,
'N' we couldn't think of him much because os the

snortin', screamin' squall.

There was a hand less at the halliards 'n' the braces,
'N' a name less when the watch  spoke  to  the

muster-roll,

JN' a empty bunk 'n' a pannikin as wasn't wanted
When the watch went below.